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SPURTS OF DESIRE 

i am a twenty-seven-year-old mar¬ 
ried woman who, with her husband 
of four years, anxiously awaits each 
issue of your magazine We espe¬ 
cially enjoy the letters, and in partic¬ 
ular those that have to do with our 
biggest turn-on, urolagma. 

I have always enjoyed the feelings 
afforded me by a full bladder. I can 
remember being ten years old and 
feeling a slight tingling sensation be¬ 
tween my legs when I had to go to 
the bathroom Unfortunately, I did not 
have the ability to hold back, and this 
resulted in many pairs of wet panties 
as I was growing up In spite of the 
embarrassing consequences, I 
could not break my habit of avoiding 

the girls’ room whenever I had to pee 
The feeling of a full bladder was just 
too good 

As I progressed into my teens, I 
got worse instead of better. I was 
tuning into sex, and very quickly dis¬ 
covered what an overfilled bladder 
did for my libido. Naturally, I contin¬ 
ued to avoid the girls' room and spent 
the better part of many days in 
soaked underpants. 

One of the more embarrassing 
times I wet my pants was when I was 
with my husband-to-be. We had been 
dating seriously for eight or nine 
months when the incident took place. 
It happened as we were driving to 
his place for some much-needed 
sex. We had gone to a drive-in movie, 
drunk a lot of beer and petted heav¬ 
ily. One love scene in the film had 
really turned us on, and we were 
anxious to get home and fuck our¬ 
selves silly. 

We were about twenty minutes 
from Tom's place when I felt the urge 
to pee (I had made the mistake of 
not visiting the ladies’ room before 
leaving the drive-in.) It got so bad 
that I was soon fidgeting in my seat 
and squeezing my legs together Tom 
asked me what was wrong and I told 
him, adding that I thought I could 
hold it until we arrived home. He 
started speeding up, and I said my 
need to pee wasn't worth getting a 
ticket over He ignored me and, sure 
enough, we got pulled over by a cop. 


I knew I was in trouble now be¬ 
cause of this delay. Twenty minutes 
elapsed from the time the cop pulled 
us over to the time he handed us the 
ticket and we could go. Five minutes 
from Tom’s place, I started letting out 
small spurts of pee every time we hit 
a bump in the road The crotch of my 
panties was quite wet by this time, 
and I knew that before long the pee 
would soak through my jeans 

I made it as far as Tom’s driveway 
I told him he’d better stop the car 
and let me out or I was going to wet 
all over the car seat. Just as I hopped 
out of the car, the floodgates opened. 

I could do nothing but grin sheep¬ 
ishly as I completely soaked my 
panties. I thought I'd die as Tom 
looked at the large wet splotch at the 
front of my jeans and then down at 
the puddle of pee at my feet. But then 
I noticed the large bulge in his pants 
and forgot about my embarrass¬ 
ment. 

After making passionate love for 
most of the night, we fell asleep, ex¬ 
hausted In the morning I asked Tom 
why he had gotten so turned on by 
me wetting my pants. He said he 
didn’t really know, but seeing me in 
wet panties had had an immediate 
effect on him. Three days later I de¬ 
cided to see if he'd react the same 
way a second time, so I staged an 
“accident” and wet my pants while 
we were on a picnic. The results were 
the same I knew then that this was 
the man I wanted for my husband. 

We were married and enjoyed a 
wonderful sex life, both with and 
without wet sex Two years ago I had 
to go into the hospital for some sur¬ 
gery and was told that the operation 
would render me incontinent for be¬ 
tween two and six months The doc¬ 
tor suggested I look around for a 
protective garment to use until I re¬ 
gained control of my bladder I 
wound up purchasing adult dispos¬ 
able diapers, 100 in all. 

When I was released from the hos¬ 
pital, I stayed in bed for a week be¬ 
fore trying to resume normal activi¬ 
ties Tom didn't sleep with me for fear 
of making me uncomfortable, so for 
that week he never saw me in dia¬ 


pers. All he saw were the wet ones 
I'd take off and put in the wastebas¬ 
ket. I was a little apprehensive about 
him seeing me in a diaper, even 
though he had seen me wet plenty 
of times. I felt vulnerable in a diaper, 
no doubt because of the association 
between diapers and infants 
When I started getting around 
again, I knew Tom would see me in 
a diaper sooner or later. But I still 
wasn’t ready for that, even though I 
had absolutely no control over my 
bladder and was wet more often than 
not I was cleaning the house one 
day when I started thinking sexy 
thoughts and wishing I had the abil¬ 
ity to overfill my bladder again, when 
suddenly I became aware of another 
delightful feeling, that of the bulky, 
warm, wet, soft diaper massaging my 
entire crotch area. Deciding to ex¬ 
periment a bit with this newfound 
thrill, I started playing with myself 
through the wet diaper. In no time I 
was writhing on the floor, enjoying 
some very intense orgasms. 

When I had regained my compo¬ 
sure. I decided to change into a dry 
diaper and see if it had the same 
effect. I went to the bedroom, re¬ 
moved my slacks, got a fresh diaper 
and changed myself. Then, wearing 
only the clean diaper and my blouse, 

I walked to the kitchen to dispose of 
the wet diaper. Just as I entered the 
kitchen, Tom came into the house 
through the back door. He’d had to 
make a call in the neighborhood (he's 
a salesman) and had decided to stop 
by the house to see how I was doing. 
My face turned bright red, for there 
I was, wearing one diaper and hold¬ 
ing another in my hand. He came 
over, gave me a big hug and said I 
was the sexiest diaper-wearer in the 
world. I melted into his arms I had 
been so afraid that he’d find the dia¬ 
pers a big turn-off. I kissed him pas¬ 
sionately and promised to start ful¬ 
filling my wifely obligations that night 
when he got home 
I was sexually high all the rest of 
the afternoon in anticipation of my 
husband’s return from work. I did, 
however, find that when my diaper 
was wet. I was more keyed up than 


when it was dry. That night after sup¬ 
per Tom and I started fooling around, 
and he slipped his hand down inside 
my wet diaper The fact that it was 
soaked with pee didn’t bother him 
one bit. In fact, it made him all the 
more passionate, and we enjoyed a 
marvelous, long-overdue session of 
lovemaking that left us both panting 
for air Then Tom helped me change 
the sheets, and I put on a fresh dia¬ 
per with his help. It felt strange hav¬ 
ing my husband diaper me, but he 
got such a tremendous hard-on, 
which in turn led to another wild ses¬ 
sion of sex, that I decided to let him 
change me whenever he wanted to! 

It's been two years now since the 
operation, and I'm still incontinent. 
I’m sure that most of my incontin¬ 
ence is in my head and that I could 
control my bladder if I did the exer¬ 
cises the doctor gave me But my 
regression to diapers has done so 
much for Tom and me that I don't ever 
want to be potty-trained again. We 
purchased some flat, gauze baby 
diapers and some pull-on plastic 
pants for me to wear at home, which 
cuts down on the expense of using 
disposable diapers all the time. Be¬ 
cause they are even softer and bulk¬ 
ier than disposable diapers, they 
keep me in a constant state of sexual 
excitement. 

Tom has told me that he likes 
watching me scamper around the 
house in my diapers and plastic 
panties, and has encouraged me to 
wear clothes that will afford him a 
view of my diapered state every now 
and then. He loves it when I bend 
over in front of him wearing shorts 
over my diapers or just a short skirt 
Sometimes I go around in just my 
diapers, plastic pants and an old t- 
shirt 

We hope this letter will serve as a 
stimulus to others who will write in 
and share their experiences with 
urolagma and diapers. 

Ms. (Name and address withheld) 




















